PHUKET DAY DREAMS 


VISIONS OF SEA MONISTERS AND THINGS NEVER MEANT TO BE 
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Is there ever a proper, a proven formula from 
the Columbia School of Journalism (the home 
study course) or a method to employ a clever 
play on popular, accentual words that would 
do proud to the school’s scared, their mantra 
creed deeply steeped in their keen sense of 
irony, my professor’s heartfelt, his total belief in 
developing a modern, mechanic methodology to 
showcase and bump-start this story to (at least) 
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a Reader’s Digest Level of success. 

Now that forty-years have come and gone with 
nothing to show for a life ill soent and decades 
wasted in an endless struggle to change the 
world and all | have to show is a steamer trunk 
full of rejection slips from the Reader’s Digest. 
| had planned to start this tale with a deep 
seaside vision of an endless sea as seen from a 
bluff overlooking some long-forgotten jungle 
cover (which is now a strip mall next to the Club 
Med that displaced the school where | spent a 
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summer teaching English back in 1981). 

| was going to carry that image well over and 
into the main part of the next page (or so) with 
a Hallmark Greeting Card style illusion and tie it 
all together with a true confessional that would 

chronicle the actual extent to the raggedy 

edge(s) of all personal failures that cumulated 

with the fact that after forty-years’ worth of 

struggle to make a difference, to change the 
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world or more importantly; to become known, 
well quoted by 20th Century Lit Majors from 
Brooksville Gender Studies College and able to 
brag to all who might be in ear shot about my 
time on the Merv Griffin Daytime Talk Show. 
| remembered a scene from the old, late-night 
movie “From Here to Eternity” where the main 
characters are lost ina moment of heated 
passion on the still warm sandy beach and seem 
lost to the fact that the tide was rolling in; in 
fact, that was my idea for this entire book until 
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my editor called me and after he stopped 
laughing (and it was a rather long, almost a 
whopping cough laugh), he explained that movie 
was still in copyright and MS. Kimmy (WWWG 
Legal Beagle) had told him that the studio would 
sue us into the next generation over such a 
blatant rip-off. 
This was such a shame as | was rather found of 
the movie’s soundtrack but, | envisioned it being 
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sung in my book’s version by Ms. Courtney Love 
(America’s most underrated song bird). 
While | could accept this slight swipe against my 
character as | have no need to “Save face” as | 
was born without the hindrance, the 
limitation(s) of virtual having been raised by 
wolves; it was harder to just sit there and be told 
that even the janitors (the ones who don’t speak 
any English) up on WWWG’s Second Floor didn’t 
believe that any of my story of a wicked, 
forbidden tale of lust in a love shack overlooking 
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a jungle beach in Phuket. 

“No one believes this any more than all of those 
Bangkok Novels that you always are harping 
about where the hopeless, loser geek in America 
comes to Thailand and becomes a Love God...” 
Seine said this as he tried to explain to me in the 
nicest terms that he could find to try and protect 
my feelings. 

“Emil... have known you a lifetime and | have 
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never seen any woman react to you in this 
manner unless she was cross-eyed or maybe, 
blind...” 

To say that | was hurt would be an 
underestimate but, to explain my true sense of 
anger would probably take me several pages in 

true Columbia School of Journalist style and 
manner; so, | will just let it be. 
In some ways, the original story had kernels and 
pieces of truth mixed in with what | thought 
would be an instant Amazon Book of the Month 
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Blockbuster and my life has seemed as 
meaningless as the beach sands that lay 
battered and broken down on the water’s edge. 
In truth, there was a beach, there was a summer 
school, cows freely roaming the beach (which 
might go a long way to explaining why it was a 
deserted and underused beach) and truly there 
was a fisherman’s hut that sat on the bluff 
overlooking the endless, unbroken expanse of 
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the Phuket Sea. 

It was there, where we freely shared stories of 
crazed sea monsters and other dreams that 
(even then) were never going to be any more 
real than the other assorted tales that we 
weaved there. 

As you Can see, as you can read and | am sure 
have been warned by those nasty, WOKE PC 
Warrior TWITs that continually trash most of my 
entire catalog as | dare to speak to the truth that 
they are over-educated, skinny white kids who 
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dream of being like Pretty Boy Trudeau (dancing 
crazily in vain attempts to prove that they are 
like him...reincarnations of our dear, long lost 

friend...Michael Jackson); they wax on endlessly 
on how self-focused | am mixed with detailed 

diagrams about my unlimited cruel, mean Jesuit 

spirit in holding them to the cruel of all 
standards — which is from the true Mantra of 
Hell which states that: 
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“in the end, the truth is always the truth!” 
| would humbly submit that this is not 
necessarily (like) true as | have spoken of others 
in this current monolog such as Seine and the 
world famous, Ms. Kimmy (WWWG’s Legal 
Beagle) amongst others. 

This all does not erase the fact, the reality that it 
has been some forty-years of wandering about, 
chasing one broken dream (not far different than 
the ones we shared on those long summer 
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nights — so long ago, in Phuket) after another 
and here, at the end of my passage; a further 
glance back to those days have left me nothing 
much to brag about. 

My greatest sin(s) was | didn’t take chances and 
then bragged about how | so often kicked 
opportunity away when it came a bite me 

on the butt. Yes! | did! 


_& STORM OF BAD FATE 


| ojale) 


This has the smell of an evil and 
untimely death conspired, compelled 
and as on that bright August morning; 

we are treated to the murmured cries of 
the lost souls, the sadly departed and 
those long forgotten. 


& STORM OF BAD FATE 


Kono Hano o Miya means to look at 
the flower and to see the untraditional 
DeStijl-like patterns and rhymes. 

Some may feel that the nature of this 
volume steps backwards into the 
introverted seclusion that | would 
argue had never been further removed 
than a step backwards... 
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The sky was serene 
In sight of the inland sea 
Then a flash of light 
Screams shatter my broken heart 
The Lotus withers in death. 
Strangers at my home 
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Weepers fill the empty streets 
Death stalks after me 
My echoes run in silence 
Hibakusha in shadows 
My steps now seem slow 
Sleepwalking in nightmare dreams 
A blind girl asks “raison d’etre” 
Miyajima, |am now! 
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The shortwave crackled, hissed as it faded 
in-and-out of tune but still we listened for 
news of a revolution in the 
far distant capital. 

The announcer (was he from Radio 
Australia?) talked in riddles of what 
seemed to be massive protests...wild 
fighting out in the street... 

This was the story he weaved on this rainy, 
thunderous night here in Phuket. 
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The mystery of the sea has always been... 
It has always drawn me to the sea. 
There is no mistaking that the mystery of 
the sea is like the mystery of all the 
thoughts that hide deep in me. 
It may all seem funny, it may even come 
across as rather odd or strange; but, only 
if, you have never been...that you have. 
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never seen the wide expands of the 
empty beach sands. 

Towards my half-hearted effort to 
explain what | just said; | would be 
less than truthful than to look you 

in the eye and try to repeat what 

| just wrote... 

As | write this down; there is no 

sense to this and thus no mysteries 
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about the sea or to that point, me... 
nothing that you would ever need be 
concerned with; other than to say that 
once upon a time; | went to Phuket and 
there down on the beach... 
| reached the pinnacle of my legacy...down 
upon the wide strands of empty beach 
sands; | had a day dream... 
A Phuket Day Dream... 
Dreams now long was it lost to time, age 
and the sheer living of a pointless life...the 
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choices | made...decisions implemented 
towards this dream...| have allowed them 
to frame my very being...my legacy self... 
Blindly rejecting, turning me away from 
options that might have served me far 
better without this bitter sense of why? 
Instead, | have travel this wonderous 
Hobo Tour filled with nothing but utter 
nonsense, blind luck and misfortune. 
To me, that is the real mystery... 
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Standing up Crisp 
Gris-Gris lain in the grass 
Shudder, as we pass 
Voodoo Chants, wild echoes in dark 
Dizzy, Liquored grog dreams. 
Working girl’s grisette 
Not in fine “gros de londres” 
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Foolish Miss Deirdre 
Diluted dreams lost in groans 
Faded rosebuds look on down. 
Wild Voodoo rived rites 
Sung out in Chantey rhyme schemes 
Listless machetes 
Gris-Gris curse them who speak 
Grasshopper banisters smile. 
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Satin-like Shari 
Wrapped around 
Draped over you 

Flowing downwards 
Gracing Lovely Ankles 
Stained in Sarin 
All Torn Apart 
From sarcous sarcomatosis 
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Lifted out of sight 
Saved in spite 
Injected with norepinephrine 
Impending doom 
Waves come in crashing 
Satin-like Shari 
Forever, now, apart. 
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Wish me a wide grin 
Pour me more rice wine 
Wish me a wide grin 
For soon, the dawn will come, 
Sending the jaded Jael in, 
Draw the curtains wide. 
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And for the last time, 
Let the sun touch my cheeks 
Wish me a wide grin 
Pour me more rice wine 
Wish me a wide grin 
For now, my courage wanes, 
The warfarin was a good touch, 
This deed must soon be done 
My duty is clear, “ottamu” 
Young life, left, incomplete! 
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Kono Hano o Miya = Look at the flower 
lunshi = Ritual Suicide 
Nisei = A man without qualities 
Mujo = Change 
Kaze = Wind 
No Eiyu = Hero of the... 

Shikat Aganai = (Slang) cannot be helped 
lode Shin = True pure Land (Heaven) 
No = on, of...on the...of the 
Urameshiya = | bear a grudge against 
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Ottamu = Mourning 
Akirame = Resignation 
Jizo = A Buddha Deity, a small statue found 
by the side of the road; throughout Japan 
to bless a traveler’s sojourn 
Okagesama = Under the Shadow 
Mondai = Problems 
Shin Wa Yasashii Hito...Kongo Okitai 
Shiteita noni = “A sweet-hearted person 
whom...| expected much, in the future.” 
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Plukken by Plectrum 
Shalow swonos of the Shophar 
Apocrifa ascriben of 
Psilocin breuen Brims 
Ptoma Ruschen to piptein 
Pyralis embracened 
Fluidus mocion motet 
Darvesh’s darsana at the gate. 
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Ptolemikos deifien 
Anointen into the Kultur 
Kolnedra siddur 
Antiphon of Ashadia 
Huschened apostasie 


[Written with the original and/or 
Mid-Eastern Word spellings...1982| 
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Diablos und Diamon 
Promenade about my soul 
Swishing fichus tickle 
Stepping over my head 
In a fast moving half-step. 
Diablos und Diamon 
With the larceny of thimblerig 
They swindled my soul 
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They swindled my soul 

Trapped me in this bottle 

A “Slough of Despond” exile. 
Diablos und Diamon 
Fanfaronade worded fantasies 
Whispered by fanged into lubberly, 
A luscious lues, in search 
of Lustrum. 
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Sometimes, | feel as if | were Fitzgerald; 
there at the bitter end, bound to bed but 
still in correspondents’ with his dearest 
Zelda... 

Sometimes, I’m bold...l am a Hemmingway 
character branded by my foolish pride, 
huddled all together with all those who 
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share Hemmingway’s fear of the 
emptiness of the night-time hours... 
Sometimes, | am left to my own devices 
and in need to create yet another 
adventure; out in the cold, wasted at 
small, seedy bar down by the harbor... 
Sometimes, | really don’t know who or 
what | have become; reflecting back 
upon all that | lost trying to be another 
writer’s character. 


CS FAN 


. 7 


& STORM OF BAD FATE 


Bria 
, 


Se 


“White Bettle Gi 


White Bottled Gin 
Slugged with a slight grin 
Standing by seaside 

Acting as first mate and friend 

Left marooned with the Marinates 
As you swam out towards deep waters 

Waving out another final farewell 

Aboard the boat of giant sails 
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White Bottle Gin 
Slugged with a slight grin 
Away from the leeward island 
Again collar turned 
Standing by the quarter-deck 
The last ten years fade away 
Captain, again, of a mighty rigger 
Your island home, memories locked away 
A joke to be shared on a late, midnight 
watch 
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White Bottle Gin 
Acting as first mate and friend 
Left to his wits amongst the Marinates 
White Bottle Gin 
Standing by seaside 
Slugged with a slight grin... 


——————————— 
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“Written for you and left behind upon the 
walls of a long desert, beach front home” 
While | was awaiting you, there at your old 
summer cottage, down by the lapping 
waves of the Phuket Sea 
Waiting for such a long time while 
enjoying the thought that you might be 
returning back soon 
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While awaiting your return, | took it 
upon myself, to scribble an urgent 
message up upon your walls 
| leave you this message, a mad, a crazy, 
a bent poem about sea monsters and 
the many wishes to be 
This message that | wrote, was meant 
for you, for your eyes alone, that you 
might be able to make some sense of 
what you now read. 
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After | completed and corrected the 
grammar for errors; it dawned upon me 
that this was foolish and | had in urgent 
expedience created a mad poem; an act 
of vandalism that most common viewers 

would have declared it to be. 

But, somehow | knew that, at first sight, 
you would see and then understand... 
you would discover the truths of love, 

longing and remorse. 
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Somehow, it seemed plausible at least 
at that moment that you would know 
in my miswritten rhymed, aged 
verbiage; that | had awaited your 
return, here to your old summer 
cottage, down by the lapping waves 
of the Phuket Sea. 
| waited for you with this mad crazy 
Phuket Day Dream about sea monsters 
and wishes that, 

Sadly, would never be meant to be... 


Late it was into a dark rainy night and we 
huddled about in comradeship at the old 
coffee house overlooking the wide sand 
beaches of the Phuket Sea 
Scanning out into the empty expansions of 
the storm dark sea; out beyond the 
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breakers and deep into to the clusters 
of mighty dancing flashes that mingled 
lightening as it mauled the dark, ocean 
waters; drinking a warm Fanta Cola, 
(the one colored green), we all 
collected, we were drawn to the 
cracking static raspiness of the café’s 
battered, ancient shortwave as the 
Voice of American on the shortwave 
conducting a play-by-play of a coup 
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d'etre off in the distant capital; as we all 
expressed the burning desire of all arm- 
chaired generals to join and rally the loyal 
forces that were ordered to assemble 
upon the great plains of the Korat. 
Late into the rainy night and lost up into 
the excitement of a real revolution; did 
not fade memories of eating stale sweets, 
of waiting inside a deserted beach shack 
for the sudden rain to calm or the long 


& STORM OF BAD FATE 


walk down by the water’s edge where 
the fishermen’s family planned to 

cook, remember how they planned to 

roast a crab, as to how we were joined 
by the others who danced crazy in 

harmony with the advancing , dazzling 

display of lightning and as to how the 

fisherman’s wife looked up and took in 

all these sights with a wide grin that 
made me feel at home. 
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There was a (not so distant or forgotten) 
age when a day would last for what would 
now seems to be a week, sometimes it 
could linger for almost a season in the 
waning twilight of a sun setting at almost 
nine in the evening, eastern standard 
time. 
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These were times for all bold action 
plans, planning that could well, that 
would without doubt span entire 
decades of time with supplementary 
plans to be committed and vast 
quantities of resources to be 
squandered, frittered away. 
There was a time when all that and 
more was the expectation of what 
would be done. 
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The sights, sounds and lusty adventures 
that were left to be embarked upon as 
time had no meaning...no watches were 
needs and to those few we saw; we 
banished them out on to the 
outgoing tide. 

In this new, modern and bold age of time 
schedules, appointment and firm 
commitments to squander away what 


& STORM OF BAD FATE 


little time | have been able to squirrel 
away, horde, to hide-a-way; it now 
seems that an entire generation can 
slip by me in what seems to be one 
short, lost senior moment. 
What has become of the opportunity 
to linger, to drink in and absorb the 
wealth of the single moment without 
falling two weeks behind on some 
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meaningless report ane out of 
cubed, cubical in which | now fear | might 
expire without having even the 
time to notice? 


Going my way?” 
| heard her say; 
Going your way? 
Well maybe | said... 
My plans are not certain, 
| truly have not given it that 
much thought... 
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little | am certain; that by your 
question that you have given it a lot 
was what | was thinking to say. 
Going your way? 
It was a funny thing for you to have 
said. 

It seems now certain that you must 
have formulated some kind of plan and 
that is scary as | have no plan(s)... 
| have no vision nor care to look that 
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far on; my focus is upon the here, the 
now; to future is too abstract...its frightful 
and wrong to think too much on... 
Going my way? 
Well, Maybe, | said that is kind of 
a proposal, the forming of a committee, 
issues or a decision from some advisory 
board. 
| am afraid now to tell you; that it true, 
that | believe in faith instead of life being 
some big, corporate mandate. 
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Going your way? 

What on earth was your plan, what 
was the reasoning...seems like all sense 
and judgment was banished, removed 

from the table before negotiations 

were resumed. 
Going my way? 

Is a long road to hold, to be able to 

march inland after alighting our ships 


& STORM OF BAD FATE 


as they rested upon the shore is much 
easier said than done. Chortled choristers 

ride off ahead, heralding our reckless, 
speeded advance of to some future time 

and the end of the road. 
Going your way? 
| say that we do need to put it up to 

a vote, form a coconscious, not to be 
tempted, not to lead a charge; take some 

time to ponder it and reflect upon the 

any real needs to share this road. 
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Over 40 years ago, | sat on a foggy, wide, 
sanded beach in a little beach town, early 
in the morning... 

Watching a buffalo herd out for their 
morning walk...down from the school 
where | had been sent to teach games and 
songs at an English Summer Camp... 
watching the fishermen gather up their 
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tools and cast their boats out into a 
long day at sea...there off in a corner 
was a deserted beach home; long past 
its claim as a home to a young, couple 
lost in a summer love; sadly | now 
recall that desert shack and | now, 
| can understand its loss and it seems 
so intertwined into my 
Phuket Day Dream. 

All through my stay; this deserted, 
summer home shack was center stage 
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in my stay... looking out a stormy sky, a 
radio creakingly played the Voice of 
America while another Peace Corps 

Volunteer playing Al Stewart’s “On the 

Border;” there out of the corner of my eye 
was yet another young couple making 
their way down to the beach and towards 
the shelter of this old, battered 
beach shack... 

Then | understood, | Knew its reason for 
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being...and at that very moment, 

| truly understood the mad poem 
that was scribbled, drawn in bold 
letters on its walls, coloring its halls 
with thoughts of sea monsters and 
a wish as to what was never to be. 
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Emerging out from the eitr* of our own 
inward void 
Aimlessly wandering out in its aimless, 
broken and barren fields 
Stranded out upon the spheres of our 
own misgivings 
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A divine downfall 
Each spear written, Bookmarked 
Earmarked with all our wrong decisions 
At the edge of the eitr's clearing, 
Staring off into the haze 
Stands all the great alters 
Built upon Embers of angered past 
Driven by all the remaining 
glimpses of lost 
Faded passions Lurked out from the 
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fields of our own degeneration 
Mumbling out a pitiful cry 
A simple plea, a vocal prayer 
for re-generation 
So gently unleashed from urgent 
departed lips 

As swiftly Degeneration creeps, 

It cascades, falling back in upon us 
In an endless torrent of rushing waves 
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Casting us back 
Down into void 
Of all our own homegrown 
Degeneration 
One last escaping attempt 
Blindly out through the maze 
Out into the paths of awaiting 
uncertainty 
Armed only with a tattered spirit guide 
An ancient prayer book, bookmarked 
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Highlighted with all the answers 
That the guardians of the gates might 
Be tempted, prompted to ask 
Riding high up upon 
The echoed sounds of chaos 
Burying our Whisper plea 
Out into any, 

All awaiting ears 
From Degeneration to Revelation 
To again rebirth and Regeneration 
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*Eitr is a mythical substance in 
Norse mythology. 
This liquid substance is the origin 
of all living things, the first giant 


Ymir was conceived from eitr. 
The substance is supposed to be very 
poisonous and is also produced by 
JOrmungandr (the Midgard Serpent) 
and other serpents. 


PORTAL TO EMIL LAND::-PLZ TELEX AHEAD OF ARRIVAL 


https://www.facebook.com/emil.west.5249 
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We had already ordered an extra large 
pizza, a couple of kegs were cooling anda 
case of imitation, Cuban Rum was already 
half gone as we were all set to cheer the 

home team on. The wife even made 
Ukrainian Home Team Tee-Shirts. 
What happened? 
We tuned in. 


Can't find it... 


pil happened? 
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| What Channel? 


Flipped it over to CNNister and they just 
had what looked like old Trumperster Re- 
Runs and then they had on their own 
creepy, porn lawyer (with only a head shot 
view angle..."can't be too sure as the kids 
might be watching" or so was the anchor's 
disclaimer...kid watching?) 


What happened? 
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Turned on the radio and NPR had some 
special documentary on how the Uighur 
Camps in Western China of fered free, 
universal pre-school... 
No WAR... 


What's going on? 


The wife said it might be some kind of a 
rain delay but, not so according to the 


What happened? 


FROM THE SAME PEOPLE WHO BROUGHT YOU...MATRIX RESURRECTIONS 
we 


NO REFUNDS...NO EXCHANGES...MUST SHOW YOUR VAZ CARD FOR ENTRY... 
NO “GO BRANDON” SLEEPWEAR OR TEE-SHIRTS ALLOWED! 


Weather Channel...clear skies in Kiev... 


HEY DUDE! 


Hey, Little Joey Buyhim, I clearly 
remembering you said Wednesday, 
didn't you? 
Please...don't tell me that the WAR 
is a pay-to-view thing! 


What happened? 


Seeing that the WAR was 
called because of rain? 


Or was it that NBCister didn't want to 
pre-empt the Olympics...I understand 
that...If you had paid like seven billion 
dollars to broadcast the Olympics wouldn't 
you be on the horn with that evil Putin and 
talk him into waiting on the Networks 


re nap ned? 
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Rating Sweeps coming next month - more 
chance of tie-ins with the local affiliates 
and generate some sponsor underwriting 


before game time 


I think that is what my not-to-be-named 
source within Little Joey Buyhim's Peace 
and Harmony Commission telexed me... 
Shame as we had dusted off all of our 
war-watching gear that has been growing 


What ins aon 


dust since the early days of the highly 
rated "WMDs Outside of Bagdad." 
Seeing that the WAR will be rescheduled, 


I got on the horn 


to my old buddy (Adam S.) from Burbank 
and asked him to pick up the Western 

Union Money Gram from good, old Doc F 

and take it out the outlaw, Sample Lab so 


What happened? 


that I could arder aes new batch of 
Emil's Zombie Samples... 


I truly like old Doc F. as he has never let 
the truth stand in the way of a good story 
but, I wish we could tell him the truth 
that his funding is going to make the 
second generation of these GOF [Gain of 
Function] Zombie Samples instead of the 
Beagle Research he thought that he was 


What happened? 
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Second gen GOF Zombie Samples are cool 
because they (now) come fully assembled 
to skip easily over even the greatest 
internet walls by being labeled as: 


“XXX-Rated Baywatch beauties." 
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https://www.facebook.com/emil.west.5249 / 


Follow to get new release updates 
and improved recommendations 


About EMIL WEST 


Thenew founder of The 
Revolutionary Cadre for Artistic 
Freedom. You too cana become a 
part ofthe Revolutionary Cadre for 
Artistic Freedom to be able to 
afford a decent meal or pay the 
overdue water bill by buying my 
books,..Indeed, you can Comrade 
Book Buyer! 
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Are you an author? 
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